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EMMA STUART.

b 1he voioes of the erickots,
Chirping sad along the les,
Are the very tears of wusie
' nto melnncholy me;
And the katydid's responses
U'p among the locust lonves
Make my spirit very lunesome
On these pensive sutumn eves.

For they mind me, Emms Stuart,
Of the bygono, blessed times,
W hen our heartheats paired togethoer
Like sweet sylinbles in rhymes,
Ere the faith of love was broken,
vod our looked hands fell apart
Apd the vanity of promise
Left a void in either heart

{rf thou happy, Emma Stuart’
I agnin way happy be
Nevermore - the sutumn insects,
In the grass, and on the tree,
Cryiug as for vory &rrow
At the coming of the frost,
Are to me love's fallen angels,
Wailing for their beaven lost

Often, often, Emma Stoart,

On such solomn nights as this,
Huve we sat and mused together
Of the perfectnoss of bliss—

Of the hope that lit the darkness
Of the future with its ray,

Whicls was like & star in heaven,
Beautiful, but far away '

By the gatoway, where the locust
Uf the moonlight made eclipse,
And the river-ripple soundod
Like the murmur of swoeot lips,
There a little maiden waited,
Telling all the moments o er—
Emma Stoart! Emms Stuart !
Waits the maiden there no more’

%o’ ahmo' Along the pathway
iirows the high, untrampled grass,

Where the ericket stops to listen
For thy wonted feet to pass;

But thy footsteps, Emma Stuart,
Press no more the doorway stone,

Trip no more along the pathway—
And the cricket sings alone.

It is very mournful musing,
On sueh solemn nights as this,
How evanished all the promise
Of the perfectness of bliss :
Love's green grave between us, Emma,
Keeps us parted aye and aye—
Fyeg not to know each other
In the Loveland far awny'

Princeton, llinois.

For the National Era.
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My Deag F——: On the 27th of Auﬁuakl
left Dublin, with my kind English friends, for
a short tour in the heautiful county of Wick-
low. We discarded the car, and travelled guite
luzuriously in an easy carriage, open, but shut-
able at will, with a puir of fine horses, and a
driver of staid and respectable demeanor, and
personal appesrance slightly suggestive of the
elder Weller.

We set forth on « lovely morning, and soon
found ourselves in a country of great natural
beauty, and. as compared with Southern Ire-
land, in a fine state of cultivation, Our first
visit was to “the Dargle” a dark, romantie
glen, containing a swift, silvery mountain
stream, and a beautiful waterfs It is not
wild enough for grandeur—a part of Lord
Powerscourt's demesne, it has too well-kept nn
wir—hut it i« a pretty, picturesque, and pienic-
ish place. We spent an hour or two very de-
lightfully, wandering through it cool quietudes
snd sun-dropped shudes.”

Uur next visit was to the Vale of Avoea, im-
mortalized by Moore, in his song of ** The Meet-
ing of the Waters.” I looked in vain, in the
fittle streams Avonmore and Avonbeg, in their
wedding at Castle Howard, and in their subse-
quent twodn-oneness, their slow, sedate, matri-
muonial on-flow, as the Avoea, for that © purest
oF erystal” which gleans in the song—the
poets words have a more silvery flowing than
these waters, and this valley’s “ brightest of
Ereen o wurpassed by the verdancy of the ro-
mantic tourist who comes hither hoping to be-
hold Ymum\ of entruncing loveliness, which

wis “all i the eye® of the melodist. The
current uf the Avoey iy evidently discolored by
the copper mines. worked on its hanks, most
unpoetic and unlooked-for adjuncta to that
‘scene of enchantment Yet, believe me, |
felt a ﬂee!!ler pleasure in seeing the poor coun-
trymen of the poet earning an honest livelihood
Ly mining in thow beautifal hills—rude avo-
cation for the “Sweet Vale of Avoea”—than |
cuulil have known in the perfect realization of
his most exquisite dream.

_ We next explored * The Devil's Glen,” up to
s beautiful casende. His Satanic majesty
wms to have been & sort of surveyor general
o Ireland, nt some remote poriod, and to have
indulged his vanity by giving his name to all
*uch places aa particularly struck his fancy.
e desire to send his fame down to posterity
Wwith this waterfull, certainly does honor to his
taste ; for surely | never saw, in any cascade, a
fuire enchinting combination of grandeur and
grace. The glen itself, lying deep and dark
between two mountain ridges, is & wild, grand,
tnd lonely place, which art has not yet pro-
faned, nor “eustom staled.”

Ui the second day of our tour, we visited
perhaps the most wonderful place in Ireland—

the Valley of the Seven Churches” or the
tacient city of Glendalough. Sir Walter Scott
"peaks of it us “the inexpressibly singular
weene of Irish antiquities ;” and it surely is the
baunt of shadows and the abode of mysteries,
“tween hlaok, rockir. barren mountains, in a
narrow, gloomy walley, containing two dark
vod alinoet futhomless lakes, are the ruins of s
:‘F- tounded early in the sixth eentury, by St,

‘Y. & most holy and potent person
'inmi ouly to St. Patrick in the pious m?w.
At legends of this country, In addition to the
‘l:“mn of the Neven Churches, built on singu.
.'::1": diminutive scale, and in 8 rude style of
- Wlecture, there are the nlpulchm.z the
g, kings and church dignitaries, and, most
e ® OF all, one of those mysterious round

"Wers. the origin and of which has
long ainats : ok
r.‘:.,‘;'"'m“ one of the of matigua-

The slmost .
Lmel;:m:_m'.:: deathly quwt.“ Ww b
& lﬂﬁ

“F this moulderin ﬂp' of

:Jmlr:if"" in gl_l‘lh:l?': melancholy, wild, wad
- ke power, Lut which d soarce be
Mnﬁ:d by the sternest wnd most vivid word-

.,fw' selected & guide from  clamorous crowd
Wyn pplicants, in the person of
low, wiy - ¥ild. picturesque, long-bearded
r.'.::"as"'"‘.l“:!h wh:lm’l’: of & charao-
| totertained us mi -
ertul “Lagenda” of St Karim, the Buons Toh

Ve first embarked with him on the upper
lake, for the purpose of visiting “ St. Kevin's
bed” This is u low, narrow cell, hewn in the
solid rock, some thirty feat above the water,
and only reached by a difficult and somewhat
perilous piece of climbing. This dreary moun-
tain eyrie of the eccentric saint is said to
sess peculiar blessedness for the faithful, to
hold certain potent charms for, and to bestow
certain inestimable privileges upon, such de-
vout dames as make to it pious pilgrimages,
which, from its almost innccessible position,
can only be accomplished in fear and trem-
bling. It may be that the saint displayed, at
the ‘last, this especial graciousness toward our
sex, in reparation for the slight he put upon it
in the most ungallant, yet most renowned
act of his life. Legends tell that St. Kevin,
then a young and handsome man, fashioned
this rw.-ly retreat as a hiding place from a
very singnlar persecution, in the form of most
loving sud pressing attentions from s beautiful
young lady, by the name of Kathleen 4
The last name is not known—St. Kevin de-
clining to divulge it, from motives of delicacy,
hly—lut she is acknowledgad to have be-
onged to oae of the first families. Yet her
conduct was scarcely in_accordance with the
rules of striet feminine decerum, for shé regu-
larly offered herself to his saintship ; though, as
our guide charitably remarked, “may be "twas
in lape year she did that same, poor eraythur!”
At all events, she made ".\'unnﬁ Kevin 7 the
tender and tempting proffer of her hand and
heart—the first, as o priest he could not, the
last, as a saint he dared not, aceept: so he
took safety in flight. and scooped out that hol-
low in the steep rock, by the lonely lake.
where, necording to Moore, in lus beautiful
song, beginning—

“ By that lake whose gloomy shore
Skylark never warbles o'er,”
he congratulated himself that he was at last
quite out of the reach of his fuir follower and
tender tormentor, But Miss Kathleen, who
secms to have been an enterprising young
woman, with o cournge snd spirit worthy of a
better cause and & better reward, followed him,
even here: and one fine morning, when he
awoke, he found her hending over him, weep-
ing, and fixing on his face * eyes ol most un-
holy blue”  Moore says :
“ Ah, your saints have eruel hearts;
Sternly from his bed he starts,
And, with rude, repnlsive shock,
Hurls her from the beetling rock '’

Baut, aceording to our guide, “the saint, as
he lay there on his back, coolly put his two feet
ugin Kathleen's breast, and, without as mwsch
s u *hy your leave, my lady,” kicked her into
the luke.” On visiting the scene of the tragedy,
the latter strikes one as decidedly the most

robable version of the story. The saint could

ardly have had room to “start” from “ his
bed”—he must have crawled into his narrow
quarters, and Kathleen must have stood at the
entrance, from whence he could scarcely have
thrust her into the lake, without taking at
least o ducking himself, in any but the very
ungentlemanly manner roferred to.

Our guide told us that an adventurous Scoteh
earl lately took a fancy to spend the night in
this holy bed, with his young son. Though
wra pec[v in the ample folds of a soft, warm
plnis his lordship got no sleep—being kopt
awake, not by the drear solemnity, the awful
loneliness of the surrounding scene—not by the
sonorous roaring of the waves below, but by
the more sonorous snoring of the laddie by lis
side.

In the rock of “the bed,” [ found earved the
names of Mr. and Mrs. 8. C. Hall, Tom Moore,
Maria Edgeworth, and Walter Seott,

Gerald Griffin, the author of “ The Collegi-
ans,” has told the story of Kathleen and St
Kevin, in & poem of much power and beauty.
It leaves Moore’s ballad far behind, and is cu-
rieus and admirable as giving to the character
of Kathleen true maiden purity, and a sweet,
childlike innocence, and yet winning your full
absolution for that most ineivil sin of her
drowning—the “deep damnation of her kicking
off"—hy showing that the cruel act was one of
momentary frenzy, hrought on by a long and
fenrful stroggle hetween human love and
priestly vows and saintly aspirations.

After visiting the beautiful waterfall of Pow-
lanos, we took & reluctant and lingering leave
of that valley of the shadow of ancient great-
ness—that still and lonely haunt of melancholy
und monastic memories—that ruined shrine of
learning—that desolated burial-place of mon-
archs—that old, old eity of a forgotten and
recordless past—Glendalough. [t picture must
ever hang u in my remembrance, deep in
cloud and shade, “grand, gloomy, and peou-
linr.”

On the morning of the third day of our tour,
we early left the charming country inn where
we hud spent the night, aund drove over o mug-
nificent mountain road to Longh Bray, and the
eountry seat of Sir Philip Crampton, on its
shores, where we were engaged to spend the
remainder of the day.

I would, my dear F——, that I could give
you even a faint iden of the glorious scener
we heheld along our way on that most heanti-
ful morning—mountain, valley, lnkes, rivers,
and waterfalls, around and heneath us—ahove
us o delicious summer heaven, intensely blue
in the zenith, but darkened with drifting clouds
about the mountain-tops, every now and then
melting down upon us in & brief, bright shower,
every nslrnp chased hy n sunheam as it fell. But
the climax and crowning of the wild scenery
on our way, and the keen enjovment of the
morning, was the sight of Lough Bray, a lonely
lake, small, but fearfully deep and dark—shut
in hy high heathery hille. rocky and precipi-
tous—the entire scene. with the exception of
the benutiful cottage and grounds of Sir Philip
Crampton, rotaining its primeval wildness,
grandeur, and desolateness. The tasteful owner
of this haunt of sounding mountain airs and
solemn shadows, has rescued, or rather created,
from the boggy hill-side, the ground for his

ens, lawns, and fir plantations—enusing
ose dreary desert places to rejoice in lealy
luxuriance, and “ Llossom as the rose” The
loneliness of the lake is relieved hy flocks of
tame water fowl, especially and protect-
ed by Sir Philip, and by & number of those
beautiful and stately creatures, the swans. A
row upon this dark water was a rare delight
to me, from a peculiar, deep, low, melodious
surge of its waves—eaused, it is said, by its
ﬂpnt depth, and the rocky steepness oly its
ores,

To describe all the out-door picturesqueness
and grandeur of this lmul.ifurl mountain re-
treat, were indeed difficult ; but to do justice in
words to its in-door attractions, to the gener-
ous warmth of our welcome, to the conrteous
and varied entertainment, which charmed and
winged alike the hours of sunshine uod shower,
waore quite impossible. Irish hospitality is the
heartiest and most gracetul in the world, and
:::‘lifhilip Crampton’s is the soul of Irish hos-

ity.

We drove into Dublin that night, and on the
following day set put for the Giant's Causewsy.
The places and ohjects of most interest along
our route, were the ancient towns of Drogheda
and Dundalk—fortunate, flourishing Belfast,
with its most beautifal bay—Carrickfurgus and
Glenarm, with their fine old castles—and the
town of Larne, memorable as the place where
Edward Bruce landed, in 1315—and, nbove all,
Fuir Head. Much of the scencry of the const
road from Cnniukl'urg to the Causeway is
grand and beautiful beyond deseription ; hut
sll fades fast from your memory, for the time,
when you reach the crowning beauty and sub-
limity " of lllM---tlu‘l wondm? cil' wonders—the

auseway. OUr F—— ur .
don, if here, inng that dincnlipt: ! {l‘:u bxr
of valor, | ingloriously shrink from an ef-
which | fear would inevitably result in
fuilure. | dare mot attempt to describe the

Causewny. | was most impressed b
!bauv-{mdbylhovm:o ho(th{

Causeway, as seen at some little o8, from
the sea. A nearer inspection increased my

wonderment, but did not ronrfull affect
me thron ht:n BenRe oub::u lime ant" awful,

After Causeway, the objeot of most ro-

ruined Castle of Dunluce, built on an insulated
rock, an hundred feet above the sea, and sepa.
rated from the nmin land by a chasm twenty
feet broad, and pearly s Lundred feet deep,
which is erossed by u bridge only eighteen |
inches wide. One should have a steady hrain
to venture upon this narrow bridge, the pas.
sge of \Uhicﬂo; peculiarly perilous if the wind
Le high. | came very near going over, before
s strong blast from Boreas, who sprang up
from the chasm, like an ambushed foe, to dis-
pute the Fum with me. The guide told us that
a young lady was lately taken off in this way,
by a sudden gust of wind, but was so buoyed
up by an umbrella she held in ber hand, and
by her long. full skirts that she reached the
ground lightly and safely. A Bloomer costume
would have fearfully lessened her chances.

We returned to Belfast in time to attend the
meetings of the British Association. The Lord
Lieutenant, a fine-looking, elegant mun, wus

resent, on the first day, with Lady Eglinton, a
I:andmme, stately woman, Lucien Bonaparte,
Prince of Canino, attended regulurly. He is
strikingly like Napoleon, but stouter and dark-
er, | should say. | was most impressad by the
manner and presence of Dr. Robinson of Ar.
mngh Archbishop Whately, Rear Admiral Sir
John Ross, Sir David Brewster, and Lord Ross,
of philosophic and telescopic renown. The
United States had, I believe. hut one represent-
ative—Professor Fowler, of Mussachusetts,

I regret that [ cannot give you s fuller and
worthier report of the appearance and proceed-
ings of the llustrious savans of the noble Brit-
ish Association: but I am unfortunately hur-
ried, und the subiject is hardly in my line.

The United Kingdom is in monrning at this
time, for the Duke of Wellington. There ap-
peared in = The Times” a few days since, &
magnificent article on this sulemn event, which
1 hope you will not fail to read

Fuithfully yours, Grace GREENWOOD,

For the National Era

HONOR VB, PRINCIPLE.

BY MARY IRVING.

[CoRCLUbED.)

Henry had listened to this long harangue
with eyes deliberately bent upon the landscupe
beyond, und countensnce apparently impas-
sive.  Ouly about his lips played any tokens of
attention or of emotion.

“ Look at here! young Massa!” exclaimed
the shrill voice of a matronly, kind-looking
mulatto woman, whose check head-kerchief,
starched and twisted into a pyramid, was
thrust between the rose-vines at the further
end of the bower. * What for you gwine to
keep my chile out a browning in dis ver sun,
till her pretty white face black as her old
maumer's! Go’longin de parlor, like quali-
ty folks. Missis Kurnel is & rummaging the
house over arter ye!”

“That will do, Mammy,” eried Augusta,
laughing. * Here, come and speak to this gen-
tleman, Mr. Lester.”

“The Lord presarve you, Massa Less'r,”
exclaimed the faithful creature, folding her
hands over her plaided apron.

“ 8o you wre the nurse Miss Augusta has
told me so much of.” said he.

“ Bress her sweet lips! yes, Massa. [t is
sixteen years ago. last I-‘eﬁararv. her blessed
pretty mother, guy’ her into ole "Tildy’s kecp ;
and iUs but a poor eretar 1 am, Mass'r, but ['ve
kep' her, watchful, ever sen’ that night, barrin’
the two year she staid up Nor'ad. And please,
Mass'r, when there's anybody takes to come
arter my chile,’ she eaid, with & twinkle of her
gleaming eyes, “they's boun’ to hide old "Til-
dy’s ways all their 'varsal days.  Bein' ns I've
raised f’:er, I’ll keep to her faithful, Mass'r,
and to all that's her'n!”

The old creature’s cheeks were washed with
tears before she had finished, and o drop or
two twinkled in Angusta’s eyes, as she turned
them very appealingly to Henry. They went
together into the house, and met the family
at hreakfust,

Townrds noon, Colonel Leray made his ap-
pesrance—a handsome, portly gentleman, st

ding proofs to the contrary in a way that sore-
ly tried the patience of his antagonist. At
Inst his pertinacity becams insulting.  Lester
coolly, but directly, contradicted the statement
ke had again and again proved false, and arose
to lenve the table.

“ Stop, sir! do you mesn to tell me | lio?”
shouted the young bacchanal, furiously eleva-
ting u goblet of Madeira.

“1 mean to leave you, sir, to settle that with
your own eonscience!” returned Lestor, with
# bow that was most cutting in its quiet dig-
nity.

“Then take that, you whitelivered son of
Temperance!"” exclaimed the other. dashing,
at the word, the whole contents of the golilet
into his opponent’s face.

“Upon my word, gentlemen'!™ execluimed
Colonel Leroy, starting from lis seat, just as o
smothered sound from the window drew all
eyes towards Miss Manning, who stood upon
the verandah, perfectl ccﬁvrlmg with eyes
dilated passionatoly fearfully.  Lester miot
those eyes as he first raised hisown : and their
intensity of vehemence did more t caln him
than his own impulses, at the instant.  The
next moment she had vanished.

“ Shame! shame! the ladies!"” eried half a
dozen voices ; and two or three rushed between
the assailant and his foe—a very unnecessary
woceeding, us Raby was contemptuously await-
ing the effect of his insult, and Lestor's por
fectly Llllict attitude gave no token of 4 mur-
derous intent.  Colonel Leroy eaught him by
the shoulder, and hurried him off into nnother
apurtment.

“Sad affair! basty fellow! Llood up—too
much steam on there, 1 reckon!™ ejaculated
the host, hurriedly. “Owes you un apology,
that's flat: will make it when he cools off '
And, with a polished smile, he went back to
his disordered table.

In a short time he returned with another
gentleman. * Harry,” ho said again. as he ar-

wronched Henry, *the follow is on his high-
Lmled shoes; but he is in earnest. and [ don't
The fuct

woe how the thing can he helped !
Mr.

is—but this gentleman his his mossage
Ranney, Mr. Lester.”

Mr. Ranney, a very young gentleman with
a very red moustache, went on to state that
not only did Mr. Raby refuse an nru!ugy for
his treatment, but considered himself yot un-
satisfied for the provoeation that had ealled it
forth : and that he demanded a retraction of
the offensive words, or * the satisfuction doe
to n gentleman.”

“ No retraction of the truth will ho made,
sir.” returned Lester, stornly.

“Of course not, Mr. Lester: and so there is
but one course left. | regret the imprudence
of my friend; but it obliges me to leave this
in your hands”—giving him a folded paper.

t was a challenge, of course. It Lunter
had wished to reply immediately, he had not
the opportunity ; for Colonel Leroy immedi-
ately arose, und, coming forward, asked leave
to be his medium of communication with the
other party at any moment Mr. Lester might
deem fitting ; and led his guest away, betore
Henry had fully comprehended the import of
his words.

The door opened from the parlor as Colonel
Leroy walked out from the one opposite. In
a moment Augusta bad nearly dropped into
Henry's arms, in & tempest of gobs and agony.
He tried in vain to comfort her. She fright.
ened himu:? her vehemence. Unable to speak,
she pointed convulsively to the paper that had
fallen at his feet.

His countenance cleared, aud he answered
cheerfully, but in a tone of decision that ealm-
ed her—* Augusta, compose yourself! | am
not in the danger yon imagine!”

“This1"” she whis . in & choked tone of

You again
* s that such a terrible event ! 7 asked Les-
ter, with a calm smile.  * You will be of age
in two years!"”
“ Two years! ™
phnsis

“Yes, Augusta, it will take moe at least two
years to carve out a home for you in lowa ™
The tears started again, but this time they
fell more softly.  “1 had hoped, so much, that
you would stay here ! she whispered

“You see now that [ cannot, and why | can-
not. Two years will goon pass on the wings
of Love and Faith! Comfort yourself, Augus-
ta: it is fur better thus. You need a different
mental atmosphere, to make you the woman
you yet may be.  You have had, nnd will yet
have, enough to flatter you. I speak the
truth !

she repeated, with slow em-

CHAPTER II1

It was n winter month when Henry Lester
next nlighted at that gate on the river's bank
The sky was thickly lowering above ; the
ground was a sea of mud beneath.  He tossed
his soiled cloak into the earriage that had
conveyed him thither, and, a8 no one npyenred
to open the gates, swung them apart himself,
and walked hastily up the now leafless uvenune
Everything bore tokens of neglect and con-
fusion. A large hough had blown across the
carringe track.  He stooped to remove it and
passed on. Not a negro was visible : all around
wias silent, save for the ereaking ol the car-
ringe-wheels through the softened cluy

A# he unfastened the second gate, & mulutto
woman eame running from the piazza, whom
he st once recognised as Ruby, minus the hlne
turban.  She wore a look of distress, and did
not recognise him until he asked, in an under-
tone, “How are they ' ;

“Lor, if "taint Mass'r Less'r, his own self!
Deary me, Mass'r, we's bad cnough, and like
to he worser !

“How ! Speak guick !

“ Mass'r Kurnel, he's jest layin® dead in his
bed. yonder, and Missis is in such o takin'! and
the byleafs is up a ready, sotehin’ hiu{wﬂ"l\-m'ﬂ-

for the moment flashing

“ Denr Augusta, will yon let me provide for
yourself 1" he asked, with a glance that sent &
crimson torrent over her checks and forehead
and weighed down the long lashes for many |
minutes. |
They talked until the day waned into even-
ing : and when they arose, to go and look again |
upon “the face of the dead.” Augusta Imtr re- |
solved to rescue her servants, ot any sacrifice, |
from the fate of those whom her poor brother |
had left without & human helper.

Henry's summary ejection of the officers
was meanwhile the theme of active diseussion |
in the long brick kitchen. Ruby descrilied the |
seene, witk much gesticulation, and sundry ex. |
aggerations, ending with expressing her convie-
tion that there never was such “a powerful
onarthly spirit in & live body a8 in that there
Mass'r Less'r 8.

“Umph!” grunted old Bill, her * henpeck-
ed " spouse, who sat smoking u stamp of « pipe
in the corner.  Ull be boun’ if you didn't say
he hadu't the spunk of an ulligator, time agone,
when he wouldn't show fire to Mass’ Rahy!”
“Well, ole man, what ails ye? Hasn't you |
ever hearn tell o' folks growin’ bigger and
larnin’ wiser . Now, thar's Muss'r Loss'r, ho
grows higger and larns spunk . and here’s I,
grows bigger an’ lurns de prechiation of it! "

* Don't see us he's growed right smart of n
heap, nor you nother,” observed the other, sul-
lenly

“No more can't hat's eyes sea i’ th' daylight "
You go long, buy "backer!”

* * * - . . .
“Ohyou! Your Miss Gussie to hum to-duy ? ™
This yuery was shouted by the lips of astout
negro woman, straight as a forest pine, who.
with u bushel basket upon her head, and a
smaller one upon her arm, had just alighted
from # rude wagon at the back door of & neat
dwelling-house i one of onr Western cition

The rrinl: girl nddressed seemed quite at
loss, and rtood stroking her ecarroty locks with
the stupid exclamation. © Anan! whnt wad yo
be afther, then " when a third personage. in
a white pyramidal turbun, came to the aid of

loss miggers und furnitur’ ! Come along!"™ she
exclaimed, pulling him by the arm. = They's
got Mummy into the lot, an’ Mis Gussie is
ruvin' abstraoted !

A summons from Augusta had been the
canse of this hasty visit. Her brother, who
had gambled deeply, and met with ruinous
losses, had ot lust, in desperation, challenged
and fonght Major Raby, his successful appo-
nent in the political field and at the gaming.
table.  He had received a mortal wonnd, un-
der which he had lingered a month, and ex-
pired but the day previous.

Loster was guided by the sound of mingied
voices, no less than by his conductress. to-
ward the room that had been the late mas-
ters. As he upprnm'hnd the door, he saw that
which fired him to sudden energy. Angusta
stood in the pasage, with her bared srm
thrust hefure the lateh of the door, which two
men, in the guise of bailiffly, were trying in
viin to pass,

“But I have the writ!"” one harsh voice was
exclniming.

“You shall not step into the room where my
brother's hody lies! " exvlaimed the young girl,
firmly.

“He waited his time about dying—made u
mighty long job of it! but you needn’t think
we're going to make as long a4 one’'—

The sentence was eut off by the grasp of a
strong hand, and in an instant he was hurled,
spinning round and round, like a top, to the
end of the passage-way, where he fell. with a
dull sound, against the oaken panels. He
cked hinselt up, and shaking his stubly
Imku, muttered something about “insulting
officers of the law ! but finding his companion

inguiry, catehing it from the matting,

“[ shall not fight, Auguasta!” he said, fiemly.

She started, tore open the paper, glanced
swiftly over it, and then turned her eye on him
with a look that would have made anything
but a clear conseience quail! Do not hlame
her too much ; it is often the work of years to
root out the fibres of false honor from the heart
into which they have been woven hy birth, in-
stinet, and education : and Augusta was a

tirst a little eritical and coolly civil toward his
new guest,  But long before the eloth was re-
moved, he had thrown off’ his reserve, and was
apparently in his element of frank hilarity.
l’e sketched the political history and geogra-
phy of the district for his gnest, with the air of
one who is confident that what he has to say
will be appreciated to its utmost cxtent.

“We need a few whole-souled, leading men
here,” said he, as he arose. “The masses are
ensily moved.  If we had a little more gene-
ralship on the right side, the scale would he
turned for this district: and this district, onee
won and kept, would turn the State before
long "

Thought was husy in Henry Lester's brain
that night, revolving all that the day had
brought to Lear upon him, all that his past
life had taught him. On one side—weanlth,
fame. worldly happiness, the wishes of one
dearer than all these; on the other—years of
toil in 1 new arfl rough country, commencing
in poverty, and ending—who should tell where?
n mother and sister, possibly, to be thrown de-
pendent upon his resources: his idol's dearest
wishes and prejudiees to be thrown uside—per-
hiaps the loss of that idol, by the alicnating in.
fluences of voluntary delay, and contradiction
of opinion. He weighed all these in the enlm-
ly-poised halanees of his reason : his heart was
hardly ealm enough. His head grew fovered,
at last, under the heavy freight. He arose,
und lifted the erimson window-curtain. Beyond
the garden the huts of the negroes gleamed in
the moonlight, like white tents in n forest-
clearing. He thought of the morning's conver-
sation.

“Can | load my soul with the awful, unde-
fined, and untransferable weight of responsi-
bility, that hangs upon the owner of the soul-
tenanted bodies dleeping there ! usked he, of
his eonscience. “ No! so help me God! |
will Le free—if free only to toil -and suffer!
and that too in a land of freemen!”

He returned to his pillow, and slept soundly,

Augusta’s bright, hopeful eyes were more
than clouded, the next duy. She had been o
petted child, snd was & flattered belle. It was
a new thing in her experience to ask n great
favor, and meet u steady, serious deniul—one,
too, on which so much of her happiness de-

ded ; she had searcely helieved that he who
most valued that happiness, could refuse it
But she urged no more, and tried to keep
within her own room the tears that would
gometimes spring into her eyes, regardless of
Henry's prosence.

Colonel Leroy gave a grand yolitical dinner
on the fourth duy of his rmnf guest’s stay
““8“’“" brow hrightencd ot the first intima-
tion of this, although she said nothing. She
felt assured that, ii“ Henry were once brought
in close contact with the leading men of the
vieinity, some important result would follow.
If be were tempted to stay for his own sake,
a8 well ué for hers, the seale might turn.

One of the guests nt this ﬁnthnring. the son
of n neighboring planter by the name of Raby,
had professsd himself o vivlent admirer of the
wister of his host. He was ovidemllav vory high-
ly displeased to encounter so formidable & rival
as the young gentleman whom aceident—or n
Power that rules accident—selected as  his
wisa-vis at the table. His gray eye darted
furtive at Lester, that would surel
have sonililated him if the will of their
minator could have won its way,

The wine flowed ffeely nfter the ladies had
retired from the dining-hall. A smeer from
Raby, directed at Lester s abstinence from the
intoxioating beverage, had already called a
ﬂuhingi"ﬁam to Augusta's eye. The grand
theme of conversation, politics, was taken up
in earnest. Raby was loud, violent, sod de.
clamstory in his tones, tossing off bumpers of
champagne and port st a quaff, and gesticu.
I.unﬁ' more snd more fiercely in the direction
of h

opposite :
Lester was cautious; hut ut some plain and

woking misstatement of the headstron
::un‘ |u=u, he was thrown off his guard, nna

high-gpirited girl of the South.

“ W’::M do you wish 1”7 he asked, confront-
ing her fioe, now pale with powerful, contlict-
ing, but suppre emotions.

“ Will iyuu hear un insult 1" she ejaculated.

“Be calm, Augusta!” snid he, in a soothing
tone, moving townrd her. But some passion
too strong for control was uppermost in the

wor girl's mind; and waving her hand, trem-
ling in every filire, to keep him from her. she
fled out of the room.

Henry sprang to his feet, and paced the room
like o cuged tiger.  His first mad impulse was
to give the misjndging girl the punishment of
her own choice in the matter, He folt us though
life was but u straw, and he could easily and
willingly hold it out to be saapped in twain by
the sword or the pistol-shot of his adversary.

“ Plense you, sir, the post office!” said the
smirking porter, who suddenly walked in to
intrude upon his solitude, with u letter. Henry
enught it, glanced over its superseription, sat
down, and pressed it to his burning forehead.
A sat of mysties tell us that auts sgraphs have
magical power over the brain—communicating
the influcnce of the writer's character imme-
diately to the nerves of the forehead. Not
exactly on this principle, but by a more cir-
cunitous route, did that hand-writing—his
mother's—reach the highly-strung nerves of
Henry Lester. as he sat lr'yt. @ table, and loosen
them to safer tension, hefore he had broken
the senl. He read the letters—there were two—
slowly and carcfully, twice. Then seizing o
pen, he dashed off o brief uote, folded, sauled,
and directed it—not to Mr. Raby, but to Col.
Leroy, despatched it by a servant, and walked
out into the garden.

It was near sunset.  Ho bent his steps to
the jessamine bower. [t was us Lie had hoped ;
Augusta wis there, seated on the grass, her
head bent upon one arm, which rested on the
chair. She had been erying, but had censed ;
she sat with pale, comprossed lips. gazing fix-
edly upon some imaginnry phantom of destiny.

She started painfully, a« Henry spoke her
name.  He lifted her to the chair, and put the
letters into her almost passive hand.

“Will you read these 1" said he, in & tone
that recalled her to life.

They were two plain—commonplace, per-
haps—but tender letters from the mother and
young sister of Henry, full of glad affection
und proud hope. They touched the heart of
Augusta, a8 he had hoped ; and her toars foll
thick and fast.

“Would you bid me peril their happiness,
my life, my conscience, and the life of another.
for the insane words of a drunken man, Au-
guum? one whom [ was ahout to say T despise :

t contempt is not for any being whom God
suffers yet to wenr his image upon his enrth.
t(;m;}mn[# for his folly and madness I must
eel! ]

“If other people would see it so!” solibed
Augusta,
“They may see it with their own eyes, |
am not responsible for distorted mediums ! |
only wish, Augusta, that you should clear from
your eyes the mists of habit and education,
und look upon the subject in the light of the
eternity to which we are all hastening together.
Not for my sake, but for yours, | sk it. If
you will hear me. | will o ards be brave
enongh—but only at your bidding—to leave
your presence for life. Ask your own heart,
w that would he a proof of weskness or
of courage!” he said, with deop emotion.
“1did not doubt your coursge!” she whis-
m reproachfully, * It wus what the world
say—and my brother.”
“1 have written my decision to your brother.
He may set his own pleasure.”
She wept more bittorly. Lester looked at
e ey it
“ Is your regret for my salety
quite inconsolable !’

“Ohno!"” she sagerly breathed, “how can
you ' hut my brother! L‘:u me for saying
it—he will despise you; sod he

is such u

completely cowed, and not desiring to venture
again within the saweep of that ireful arm, he
prudently and sulkily beat a retreat,

Augnstia bad dre .p‘md upon the arm of Les-
ter, without o word. The supernatural strength
of nerve that had binzed a moment hefore, was
suddenly extinguished.  She trembled in every
limb.  Henry drew her, withont resistance,
within the door she had so suceessfully barred.

The room was hung in black, and the heavy
curtains that veiled the windows gave searcely
a ray of Heaven's light admission. But hy
the few beams which fell through the open
door, Henry distinguished the outline of that
suddest sight on carth—a human form without
the human soul.  Beside it sat 2 woman, with
fice buried in her arms, and long hair sweep-
ing, neglected. over her shoulders.  She gave
one upward glance as they entered. and then
sunk lluu.-k into her former posture—a widowed
wife,

Henry was about to turn from the room at
this sight, when the curtains of the high bed

rted, and n durk figure crept toward them,
ut first stealthily, then swiftly, with upraised
hunds.

“Lord up in heaven Dless ye!” sobbed Mam-
my, for it was she, © My chile! my chile!
oh! what 'se done, for to live to see dis yer
awful day?”

“Come ont, Mammy.” whispered Augusta ;
“the officers have gone.”

ST b beat i 1 knowed it wan Muass'r
Less'r ! exelnimed the nurse, in an costacy of
delight, entching the gentleman by the arm,
as moon s the light fell on his features.  “ Lor
now, Mass'r, if you isn't one of the horn an-

olw 'se hearn Miss Gussie road of, sent to
‘liver dis poor sinful cretur out of de mouth ob
de lions and de ossifers!”

Leaving Mammy with tear-streaming cheeks,
Henry lel“Anguntn into the parlor. She broke
the gilence hy o pussionate exclamation.

“Oh! my poor, poor hrother! i he had hut
followed your example!” She wept bitterly,
and grew more oalm. l!rnr‘r gradually led
her to s statement of the whole affuir, and of
the condition into which Col. Leroy’s debts and
denth had thrown the family.

Col. Leroy had been n reckless gambler.
With hix dying liph he had told the sister who
hud hung over him night and day how griev-
ously he had wronged her, by mktil;g' in a
despernte moment, the greater part of hor pat-
rimony, after ho had exhluuu,dp;:il own,

“He told me,”" said Angusts, trying to clear
hisr voice, © that my servants were free from
encumbrance, and that the sale of them would
cloar the homestend ; but nothing else would
be left to me, except the family plate. It seems
that Mammy has been drawn’into the writ, by
some mistake or some fraud. | cannot let her
go! 1 must part with o portion of the plate—
or with my own jewelry.
“ Do you intend to let any of them 5{1‘ !
“ Poor things! 1 would not if | could help it
But whatcan | do?' Where ean they go! |
eannot keep the homestend and the servants
too ; then, the plantation hss gone.”
“ Do you hositate which to give up "
“I don't, for my life, Henry, seo what they
eould live upon !
“ Why, what have they lived upon, hither-
o _I.FI
“The land, to be sure,” said Augusta, Jook-
ing mystified. :
“ And there in land enough upon the broad
prairies of lows, whero they may live free and
comfortable lives, far enough from any who
would * molest or make them nfruid ' "
“1 see what you would have meo do,”" suid
shie, very thoughtfully after a pause. “ But
there is an inmrmuuui:ﬁle tazliiouﬁm-—ttl;'a ex-
we of transporting settling them there.”
P Land in cheap enough, there, to come with-
in the limit even of your if you are
willing to make the sacrifice. You spoke of
the qlm. I think the service is a hoavy one!”

“You" said Augusta, in n wondering tone,
“Then the sale of that will be amply suffi.
cient ln':l.md them wilt.ihu;hn necessuries of
life, in country to w you are going.
You have told me, aod | have seen, how they
love w have tried to do your duty by
them, and have raised them far above the con-

i My donr ?.I!l, uud’m hes-
itate to save them from the hands of w stern
and vindictive wmaster—one who has proved
himself destitute of all manly, even of all Au-
man feeling !

“ And beggar myself!" exclaimed Augusta

her wits

“Lor' save us!” exclaimed Mammy, the
new-vomer, a8 she run down the steps, * who'd
n' 'spected to sen you, dis yer time o duy!
What's you got for th’ missis dis time, old
Ruby 1™

“Wal” I haint raised & heap o' ‘taters, but
I'se fotch yea basket o' mighty fine uns,” she
suid, nodding her head todisplay them. * Hore's
a bite o' my salary and sparrow-grass, too: it's
right late in the season for it. Thar's twelve
span o' piging, out ‘n the cart yonder, what
my old man snapped up—and o beauty bunch
a IEl‘(‘lI CITHE A4 ever gnw\‘l‘d LU ¢ t'(ll"l'l.-l“dl-lk“. l.ll
purpose for Miss Gussie.”

“Come along in, ole 'ooman, and seo de
folks!™

“Sure I am
little ‘un !~

“ Right smart” roplied Mummy, with sn
air of pride, ns sho walked off' o summon her
mistress,

Augusta Lester enme tripping into the airy
kitchen, in her morning dress of white—the
very embodiment of w happy, loving spivit.
Her checks had fallen s little from the round-
ness of sixteen, and the light in her eyes was
softened by home-born happiness. Otherwise,
she was so little changed from the girl, that
her old dependant might well be purdoned for
continuing to address her as “ Miss Gussie.”

“ 1w it you, my good Ruby ?" she exclaimed,
shaking the hard old hand very cordially.
“How have you been '—and Bill. and Naney,
and all the rest!  Why, there i Soply, out in
the eart!  Why doesn’t she come in?"”

“She's o keepin® of the heast,” explained
Aunt Ruby. "I‘ fotehed myself airly, so she
might get hack to lier achoolin’ din evening.
She's gettin® to be right smart of a scholar 1n
de Testament and spelling-look. 168 good s
nomeetin’, to set an’ hear her, by nighta.  Oh,
dis yer larnin's o mighty fine thing!”

“You muy be very thanktul that she has the
privilege, Aunt Ruby; it is not given in many
plices.”

“Nure, wouldo't 1T go down on my knees to
that blessod young missy ¢ But it's all of your
doin’, Miss Gussie, a pervidin' fur your poor
creturs ' —

“ Well, well,” interrupted Mrs. Lester, “ you
must let mo pay you for these.”

* Not o pienyune wad | put my finger to! ™
exclaimed the womnn, stoutly, drawing herself
up. * Long as ole Ruby's got corn to make a
hoe-cake, she'll 'vido wid the missis that's kep’
her out o that yer curdod mass'r's elutohes ! 'li'
ever | gots to Henven, Miss Gussie, I'll down
on my knees, and tell the Lord all about it, an’
he'll give you the bigeest crown o' stars up in
the sky—so he will!”?

Ruby's quivering woice was stopped by the
entrance of a littde fellow i long elothes, es-
corted by Mammy, who gave a merry crow and
Jump toward his mother.

“Lord-a-massy ! drawled out Ruby, in ex-
coss of delight, It [ aint beat all to noffin’!
Bloss his purty eyes! they's his fader's before
him!"” s

“ Faith, nnd it's his teenty-taunty bit of o
paw that's the mither's own, for shure!” ob-
served the [rish cook, who had again drawn
near.

“ Paw! Was ever the impertinaciousness ! '
exclaimed Muammy, scornfully, us she kissed
the insalted little tupering digits,

A brisk, heavy step sounded along the hall,
and Henry Lester—Judge Lestor, to give him his
newly-won honors—was wolcomed by the group.
His was the proud and happy fiace that should
bend over such u wife and n:ﬁild.

“How ure you getting along in the back-
woods ! he inguired of Ruby.

“ Fuss rate, und thank ye, Mass'r.  Bill and
Josse hus jined hands to put up s timber frame.
He ¢larod u space for whent, las’ year, ye know,
an’ it's a tall erop. We mukes on garden sauce,
and eggs, and chickens, mos'ly slways, when
we goes marketing "

“And do you ever wish yoursell back on the
old place, Ruby *”

She shrugged her shoulders, and held her
hend shrewd y on one wide, ]
“Wal, Mass'r, you know ever’ body sets up
for whar they was raised. 'Twus n mighty
nice place, fit for"s king ; and Miss Gussie wis
w0 good, we never thought o quittin’. But now
I's larnt wiser, | reckon | wouldn't go back ;
no, not if ‘twas with you nnd the nssis, snd
that thar blessed bahy!"

Judge Lester laughed—a gay, but signifi-
cant laugh—as he caught up his little Hurry,
and putting his urm about his wife, drow hoth
from the kitchen, with the echoes of well-earn-
ed blessings in their ears,

The venerable Putnanpen Cuase died ot
his rewidence, in the State of Ilinois, on Mon-
day. the 20th inst,, from the effect of an injury
roceived some time since by a full from his car.
ringe. The d d wis Bishop of the Prot.
estant Episcopal Church in the Diocese of 11
linoiw, und senior Bishop of that church in the
United States.

Bishop Chase was born at Cornish, N. H,,
December 14, 1775, and recoived his ncademic
edueation at Dartmouth College, at which in-
stitution he gradusted with the class of 1795
He wis ordained to the ministry in St. George's
church in this city, three yeurs after léaving
college, and ut once engaged in misionary |a-
borw in diffarent parts of the State of New York.
In 1805 he went to New Orleans, devoting
himself with charncteristic zeal to the estab-
lishment of the E church in that city,
and returning to New England in 1811, he was
rector of Christ Church in Hartford for six

yours, Huving taken s and in-
terest in the dmlph?ny%h
he wmm ax Bishop of that diocese
in 1819. His labors in the cause of education
resulted in the erection of Kenyon College, bu
fom e e boreieie)
W and ut

took ufbh raﬂmwh IHinois, of which au-
ceno b was elected bishop in 1835 Devoting

How's th' Miss Gussie and the

lishing nnother sent of learning, ealled Jubilee
College, at Robin's Nest, in Peoria county. The
autobiography of Bishop Chase, published «
few years since. is n collection of curions remi-
niscenses, and throws a rich light not only on
the character of the author, but on the develop-

| ment of Episcopacy in this country Bisb-q:

Chnse was a man of indomitable energy. of
enthusiastic zeal, and of single-hearted dovotion
to the welfare of the Episcopal church. Not
without o vein of eccentricity, he was remark-
able for his high integrity of purpose, his fer-
vent piety, and the disinterested ardor with
which he devoted his powers to the service of
his fellow.-men, By his decease, the Right Rev.
Dr. Brownell hecomes the senior Bishop of the
Episcopal church in Ameriea.
New York Tribune

DEMOCRACY OF SCIENCE.—No. 15

BY JUSIAH HOLURDOK.

The ** Navar Lyceosm,” at Brooklyn, New
York, 15 a scienufic colleetion—large, rich, and
beautilul—made by the officers ol our navy.
A |u-1|l|#-‘-l of minerals aud other .-‘n‘rn.m-jia
e 1o the institution by the ** [speriar Ly
ceesm ™ an St Petersburg, Russia, 1s conspicu
ous in the collection.  The plan, so well com
weneed by an agency so powerful, needs only
t be cariesd out w have similar and constan
ly increasing collections in all our seaports, and
i every village upon the banks of our lakes
and our nivers, Such collections, combining the
products o our own and of foreizn countiies,
by exchanges, would soon be extended to ham
lets, sehools, and familes, throughout our en
lire country—a reciprocation t'!l|lg||1r.*rll-|f, P
elic, umiversal,

With floating butteries upon the sea, milita
ry stations upon land woull gladly come o
Jomnt action for the diffusion of knowledge in
teresting 10 every American eitizen.  Colonel
Navman, law commandant at Fort Washing
ton, cheerdully and gladly offered w0 furnish
any insutation desinng (hem with speciiens
ol fossils deposited i marl beds about that sta
Hon o interesting varieties aind inexhaustible
quantites, the voder officers nnd soldiers hear
ily coneurning in the proposal.  "Thus the way
15 upen lor using the agencies ol war tor pro
motng the blessings o’ peace—prepanng the
way for beating swords into ploughshares,

Among  Govermment functionaries, most
rwuly and able to seatter the seeds of sewnee
over our entire globe, are forcign ministers,
consuls, and other agents for nauonal recipro
cations. As a member of the United States Sen
ate has proposed to make it the duty of consuls
to colleet scientifie knowledze from abroad for
the benefit of Awerican eitizens, and as the
proposed duty will be entirely aceeptable to the
consuls themselves, the time cannot be distant
whien that elass of pulilic functionaries will con
tribute largely w the ditfusion of knowledge.
The Government functionaries of foreign
countries residing in our own uniformly mani
fest a hearty interest in seientifie reciprocations
between natons. A specimen of such interest
may be seen i the remarks of a furegn mins
ter from a country of mines.  Said he @ * The
system of * SCIENTIVIC EXCHANGES ' now in
progress 18, in my opinion, caleulated 1o pro
wote an enlightened and pacifie intercourse
among nations.  In my own country, rich in
mines and other natural resources, such a sys-
tem of seientific commeree may be institoted,
greatly to the benetit of all coneerned. 1t s
especially fitted for seientific and literary instu
tmtions, and could hardly fail 10 elevate their
character and extend their usefuligpss, 1 shall,
therelore, varnestly reconunend it o mstitutions
and individuals, as eminently fitted 10 benefit
themselves by extending their benefits toothers, "’

The umversal spread of productive seience,
especially the  elements of  agnealure and
mechanism, 15 now commanding so much al
tention over the civilized globe as w present w
all mdividoals holding public stations, from the
highest 1o the lowest, opportunities and wnduee
wents o use the relations and the inluence ol
ullice tor giving durability and perpetnity 1w
the foundaton ol othiee, of mstitutons, and ol
all the blessings of civil society —sot s k¥ow
KUGE UNIVERSALLY DIFFUSKD,

For the National Era.
PENNSYLVANIA.

A public meeting of the Free Democracy
was held in the Court-house, Chester, Dolaware
eounty, Pennsylvania, on Saturday evening,
Octobier 20, when it was fully demonstrated
that when the People are properly appenled to,
they will not be falko to the groat cause of Hu-
man Liberity.
Mr. G. Washington Dixon, of Upland, pro-
sided ns Chairman : and Mr. John Wild, of
Upland, and Mr. John Shedden, of Philadel-
phin, addressod the meeting in soulstirring
spoeches, that thrilled the large sudience pres-
ent with an eleotric love of freedom. 1t was o
glorions rally ; and it was indeed nmusing to
soe with what surprise the Hunker leaders of
both parties stood and gazed on the proceed-
ings, afrnid lest “ Othello's occupation wis
one.” A most severs and withering castign-
tion was given by Mr. Wild to the Demooratic
party, for its deviation and present Lostility to
the great cause of human freedom. Such an
exposé hns never been mado before in Chester,
and he concluded his speech by proving most
conclusively that the m Democratic party
could justly claim to be the True Democratio
party of the Union. The speech of Mr. Shed-
den is beyond deseription.  To be nppreciated,
it must be heard.  For one hour uu& a half he
held forth in o strain of masterly sloquence
seldom ever heard in Chester. [t was a speech
that will not soon be forgotten by the working.
men. The great question of Land Reform
takes wall with the masses ; and Mr, Shedden,
ita uble and powerful ndvocate, it is evident
understands it. in all its bearings. [t was his
first visit to Chester; but it is neceasary that,
in the cause of justice and freedom, it should
not be the last one. It is understood that n
county meoting of Free Soil delogntes will he
held in Medin, in this county, on Thursday,
l)u:nber 14th, to effect a thorough urganilnuion
an re for nn agitation, despite the Balti-
umrupmm that shull show & mistake wns
made by the Hunker parties when con.
cluded that the gagging resolutions would
either be obeyed or recsive the sanction of the
t:oupla. Thin is but the beginning. The end
o yob to como, und may it he n glorious one.
Our war-ery ought to be, Onward,; and we
should not and must not halt until victory
perchos on our standard,

Woopnury, N, J, Out, &, 15852,
To the Editor of the National Era :
B Will you u‘plemN qulI the attention of the Free
SMOCTIG ow Jorsey, throu our r,
to u fow I{c‘h? 4 gh your papo
1st. The elootion of Presidentinl Flectors,
Con, , and members of the State Legis-
Inture, takes place in New Jersey on the saime
duy, and that day is just four weeks from this,
(Tuesday, the 5th of Octoler)
2d. That, so far, there hus been no sleetion
of an electoral ticket for Hale wnd Julian in
that State, though it is well known that u
many of both the old parties are utterly
ingusted with their platforms, and not very
proud of their Presidentinl candidntes
3d. The law in New J uires the vote
to be by u single ballot ; consequently the
names of Electors, Congressmen, and to
' must be all on u single piece of
paper ; and hence tickets cannot be distributed
in this State, a4 you propose to distribute them
in Pennsylvania, though: that is now sbout the
only way in which mmhdm.
electoral tickets o be pasted over
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